A Builder's Song
I got a lot of advice at this time. The variety of ways
in which I might die appeared to be surprising. The mere
mention of the Smell made people look at me as if I were
dead already. It would get worse, they said, in winter:
after rain, the accumulated smells of ages would rise in
one solid mass and hang over the paved cistern-courts of
my regrettable district. I would be marooned, for those
little sideways would be so deep in mud that I should be
unable to walk in and out to the civilization of New
Street. It was, as a matter of fact, already beginning to
get difficult, for people were mending their roofs in pre-
paration for winter: this meant caulking them over with
a mixture of straw and mud, very liquid, which was
dumped in the street close to the house to be treated, and
turned it for the time being into a sticky soup from wall
to wall. The masons stood in it nearly to their knees,
sending it up in little buckets as it was called for: the man
above took it and slapped it down with a sad little chant
that gave his work a cadence.
** Where is my loved one?"   Down went the bucket.
" Where is my sons"   Up it came again.
" Where are my brothers?"
" Where is my father?"
" Where is my dear one?'*
" Where are my friends?"
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